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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen. —LADY MONTAGUE, 


* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. Thev supply information as to the person and 
labits often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S New Wuic GUIDE. 





No. 233, 





‘ AL 





me 
ee 


OPPRESSION OF THE PRESS. 


SATURDAY, MAY 21, 1836. 


a 
ND 


Though public opinion has at last, by the powerful expression of 


it in countless petitions, forced the Government to do something on 
the subject of that most obnoxious of all imposts, the tax on know- 
ledge, yet the measure of relief affurded is not sufficiently compre- 
hensive to satisfy the nation, who will not be content without a 
total repeal of the Newspaper Stamp Duty. By the bare act of 
reducing the tax, its injustice is acknowledged ; andif unjust at al/, 
it must be al/ unjust. Either the press ought to be free altogether, 
or fettered, but no principle can jus‘ify so slight an alteration as a 
mere reduction in the weight of the chains. If chains are neces- 
‘ary, Or rather if they are justifiable, they ought to be strong enough 
to fetter the press altogether; but why leave the hands of the press 
* to Rick people's pockets with a fourpenny stamp, and not leave 
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Price One Peany. 








its legs at liberty to run about and diffuse the blessings of know- 
ledge amongst the population. 3ut the truth is, there can be no 
more justification for this half measure, than there cou'd be for 
half killing a man, partially assaulting a man, or, to a limited ex- 
tent, robbing a man. A thing must be either good or bad, Ifa 
man has a corn upon his toe, he does not pare it down, but pulls it 
out by the root, or, if not, it remains as inconvenient as ever. The 
evil is not in the quantity or size of his corn, but in the root of it— 
and the evil of a taxed press is not in the amount of the tax, but in 
the root of the thing itself—that is, in the principe. If a man has 
a bullet in his leg, and a doctor were to come, and try to cut the 
bullet in two to extricate half of it, lhe would be doing as much for 
his patient as the Whig Ministers are doing for us, by reducing the 
stamp On newspapers from three pence to one penny A radical 
reformer, we need scarcely tell our readers, is a reformer from the 
root, and no one who professes to be such, ought to be content with 
any amendment that is not radical. One might as well hope to 
get rid of weeds by pruning them, as to get rid of abuses by lopping 
off a piece of them. They do but spring up again in greater lux- 
uriance. Such is the case in the present measure of the Whigs for 
the relief of those who cannot afford the luxury of a stamped news- 
paper, which said luxury consists In a red dab in one corner of a 
sheet of paper, which said sheet of paper would be quite as good 
without the red dab, if our Government had not chosen to put 
upon it the nominal value of fourpence, Does the red dab give 
talent to the remarks of the Editor, or fidelity to the statements of 
the reporters? Certainly not; and yet that driveller, the Times, 
declares that when that red dab is removed, there cannot possibly 
be any talent in a newspaper. We will acknowledge, to a certain 
extent, the proposition of the Times, that is to say, that for what 
we know, all its talent may be confined to this red dad, since we 
see none elsewhere; and that when the aforesaid red dab shall no 
longer be upon the face of the Timex, no part of that paper will be 
red (read), or at least ,that none deserves to be. But, as we 
were saying, pruning an abuse, like pruning a weed, jif it 
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diminishes its bu/k, increases its strength, and this new act of the 
Whigs will concentrate all the poisonous principle of the thing in 
this penny stamp, even more potently than it operated in its 
diluted threepenny form. While they are pretending to loosen 
our bonds, they are substituting a much stronger one. In fact, 
they are concentrating in the new Bill, and new Tax, all the 
most obnoxious principles of the old ones, and one of these 
principles is strongly set forth in the caricature that precedes 
this article. The abominable principle of breaking open houses 
to search for unstamped papers, is roughly and most properly 
handled by our artist. For how many acts of aggression and 
oppression may not this be made the pretext? But thus it is 
with the Whigs—they are like a pickpocket, who, conscience 
smitten, returns you a silk handkerchief he has just stolen from 
your coat pocket, and takes the same opportunity to slip the goid 
watch out of your fob. Their taking off taxes is precisely this 
kind of thing: and John Bull is sometimes such a good natured 
gull as to let them do sowith impunity. Their measures are all 
half measures. They never rob you boldly as the Tories do— 
they snatch your purse, and having pocketed the gold, will make 
a sneaking merit of giving you back the silver. If they get 
into a fence where the Tories have deposited their stolen goods, 
the Whigs, now and then, give you back some useless article 
you have no further occasion for, but that is all. Their con- 
duct is in all things similar, In their Reform Bills, their re- 
ductions, their military flogging enquiries, and in every thing. 
They, however, know Ficaro does nothing by halves, and we 
hope this article will induce them to, be a little more vigilant. 
We have a hundred rods in pickle for them. 








CONSERVATIVE CRAMS. 





The Conservatives are giving occasionally a series of crams, which they 
imagine are calculated to strengthen their influence; and certainly, inas- 
much as the Tories are acted upon very considerably by cramming and 
gourmandising, they are, perhaps, in the right of it. The first grand cram 
was that at Covent Garden Theatre, when we find in the chair one of the 
Hoares of Fleet Street, a most unfortunate name, as far as respectability 
is concerned, but not at all an inappropriate one. However, they seem to 
have been rather daunted by the failure of their first flare-up, or per- 
haps rather in order to try and repair the unquestionable failure alluded to, 
they got up another a short time ago at Willis’s Rooms, and endeavoured 
to bring together a few more respectable names than those that attended 
on the first-named occasion. However, it is not that we think these things 
deserve our attention, that we make any reference to them, but it is from 
the very great dearth of entertainment that the guests seemed to experi- 
ence that we are induced to make a few suggestions for their benefit. In 
the tirst place we should recommend that neat gin should be substituted 
for wine, gin being quite as efficacious in making people drunk, which 
seems to be the principal object of the meeting of the Conservatives. The 
other service we mean to do them is rather more important. Presuming 
that the Conservatives mean to give an annual cram, (at least,) and feel- 
ing, as we do, a sincere pity for the poverty of their selection of songs, on 
the recent occasion alluded to, we hereby offer to their notice the follow- 
ing, to the use of which they are heartily welcome, at the unprecedently 
low price,as George Robins would say, of nothing. 

Tue Tory’s CaTaALoGue. 





I'm ready to vote, 
In Conservative note, 

And do what I can, d’ye see ? 
If you ask me what 
Stock in trade I’ve gol, 

What follows, my auswer will be. 
I'm an excellent hand at a lie, 
Which nobody can deny ; 

I never told the truth, 

Since the days of my early youth; 
I’m a shocking servi'e wretch, 
Could swear away life at a stretch ; 
I’ve been ever since my birth, 

The veriest sneak on earth; 
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I’ve got no conscience at all, 
(It always was rather small;) 
I’m chief—Thief, 
Foolish—Mulish, 
Doltish—Coltish, 
Silly—Billy, 
Fond of spouting, 2 
And of shouting, 
Quite an ass, 
To join in a farce— 
In fact I’m all in my glory, 
When I’m playing the fool as a Tory. 


Such is the first song, and we shall now furnish a second, and perhaps 
from time to time we shall supply others to add to the stock of harmony 
amonyst the Tories, an article, by the bye, which, if the reports of the 
dissensions among them be true, they must be greatly in need of. The 
song is to the well-known Air of 


“ Young Susan had Lovers so many.” 


Young Copley had offers so many, that he 
Hardly knew upon which to decide, 
They all made a promise of a very large fee, 
If he only would be of their side. J 
In the morning he’d be for the Radicals, then 
The noon you would find him a Tory, 
The evening a Whig,—then at night back again 
A Radical all in his glory. 
Heigho! ’tis my belief, 
Too many offers would puzzle a thief. 


Now the Tories grew jealous and so went away, 
The Radicals tir’d of wooing ; 
And the Whigs might have fix’d him, except that the pay 
He thought not enough for so doing. 
So amongst all the parties quite left in the lurch, 
He pin’d every night on his pillow ; 
And sought to gain favour with old Mother Church, 
By opposing each liberal bill-oh. 
Oh, dear! I’ve aterrible dread, 
That Lyndhurst is damned as soon as he’s déad. 


This song is one which we are sure requires but to be published, to 
be sung, and being once sung,it will be universally appreciated. We 
shall from time to time give more, when opportunity offers. 





THE WEATHER. 





The English are remarkable for their sterility in the way of conver- 
sation ; and it is proverbial, that if it were not for the weather, it is very 
likely that English society would be still more taciturn and stupid than it 
is, if such a pitch of stupidity and taciturnity were possible. But the 
same Providence which made the English the most unsociable of human 
beings, has given them a climate, that, by its variability, does give them 
a pretext to be perpetually talking about the weather. ‘Its dusty,’ says 
one. ‘ Very,’ says another. ‘ And windy,’ cries a third. ‘Extremely,’ 
says a fourth; and so they go on, ringing the changes upon windy and 
dusty, dust and wind, till every particle of dust and every breath of wind 
may be said to have had a speech made upon it. The newspapers, and 
our grandmother of Shoe-lane in particular, fly to the weather as a fine 
subject for the exercise of their powers of authorship, and the comments 
on a fine day are as universal throughout the whole press as a leader upon 
some prominent topic in politics. For the last week or so, the whole 
press has been telling the whole nation that the weather has improved, as 
if personal experience of the fact were not enough, without the additional 
coufirmation of a newspaper article. But grandmother has been not only 
fine, but extra superfine, upon the occasion. She has positively been 
rolling in beds of lettuce, and luxuriating in the most playful gambols 
among the summer cabbages. The old lady sends forth a truly pastoral 
rhapsody on the subject of young radishes, and positively tumbles head 
over heels, as it were in print, into a lot of turnip-tops- She flounders 
about among early spinach and forward asparagus, taking ultimately 2 
sort of somerset into a basket of new peas and young potatoes. In other 
words, she has, during the week, been treating her readers to all sorts of 
strange and wild ravings on the subject of the general effects of warmth 
and sun upon the vegetable kingdom, as if one could not see that the 


, Weather has been fine. 
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WIT AT THH GARRICK. 





Every body will be astonished at the heading of this article, but no one 
can be more astonished than were we ourselves at the words coming un- 
der our eye, in perusing an evening newspaper. ‘ Wit at the Garrick,’ 
ejaculated we internally ; ‘what can it mean? Is it the Garrick in 
Goodman’s Fields? a low theatre where the Jews assemble from Petticcat- 
lane ?, Canthere be any wit there? Not much, thought we, in 
those who manage the theatre, and still less in those who pay to be pre- 
sent at the performances. On continuing the paragraph, we found it al- 
luded to a sort of slap-bangery cooks’-shop concern in King-street ; and 
our surprise at the word wit, in connection with that, became tenfold.— 
The Garrick, in King-street, Covent-garden, is a sort of cheap dining- 
room for those extraordinary snobs and dirty coxcombs, the periodical 
and theatrical id/uminati of the day. It includes all the superficial smat- 
terers upon the surface of literature, whose only chance of immortality is 
in the very remote one of another Pope being found to write another 
Dunciad. If any one could be found with talent enough to impale them 
all upon the sheer point of satire, they might be heard of in the world ; 
or if a genius should blaze forth, they might be seen, as they would as- 
suredly fly towards it to darken it, and blow upon it like pestilential flies ; 
and that dullness would make them seem a true exemplification of dark- 
ness visible. But let us quote the stupid paragraph entire. ‘ Wit at the 
Garrick!’ ‘I think you must allow,’ said Cooke, ‘ that Macready it 
the most striking tragedian of the day.’ ‘ He has certainly made a hit at 
jast,’ cried Poole. ‘ True,’ added Smith; ‘I’m afraid he has givena 
blow to his own reputation.” * Pooh, pooh!’ rejoined Cooke, ‘that will 
soon blow over.’ We can scarcely keep our patience in transcribing this 
trash, Allowing there be any merit in a pun, were ever three such stale 
Joe Millers hashed up together in one paragraph. We allow they are 
worthy of that source, but itis not sauce piquante that this dolt of a 
Cook (e), or any of the asinine trio, can furnish us with. Who is Cooke? 
We hope, for the credit of the King-street slap bangery, that it was the 
kitchen cook, with whom the hungry authors were down stairs currying a 
bit of favour. We know of no one else that could have made himself 
such a brutal fool, except the individual called Z'om Cooke, the Drury- 
lane fiddler. To see this man on the stage, where he is perhaps the very 
awkwardest of God’s creatures, we often have wondered that an all-wise 
Creator should have thought it worth his while to put into a man’s shape 
any thing on which he has not thought it not worth his while to bestow 
two grains of intellect. From his extreme dullness, he has received in de- 
rision the name of a but, and so we do not doubt the authenticity of the 
As to Poole, his joking was in the way of his 
trade, but if he makes many such bad jokes as the one here recorded of 
him, his intercourse with the Aifchen cook, or his works, must become 
very limited. With reference to Smit, the name is so damnably plebeian, 
that we cannot precisely say who isintended. It may be Horace Smith, 
who is a member of the Slap Bangery, and whose father must have been 
a most abominable cockney, to have dared to ally the pranomen Horace, 
with the vulgar cognomen SMiTH. If severer pursuits would permit us, 
we wouid rake out the nasty slap-bangery in King Street, and turn out the 
dirty snobs fora litle sport. But Tiffin, the celebrated bug destroyer, is 
the more appropriate personage to take these things in hand. Oh, for 
another Pope to write ahother Dunctud, Perhaps we may, some day. 


EREVITIES. 


A Family Marriages 
The Prince of Capua took his bride to Gretna Green. Miss Smith con- 
sequently was married by the Biack-smth, who is no relation we believe 
tothe fair bride, 


Unlicenced Vagabonds. 

The Prince of Capua and Miss Smith have been running about in all 
directions for want of a license to perform the farce of Matrimony. They | 
have at last, like many illustrious people before them, had the dans pub- 
lished. Wecan only say, that we hope there may be an union between | 
the banners of the two countries—England and Naples. | 


A Precious Pill, 


Lord Wirchéster at a humdrnm meeting the other day, talked largely 
about the horror of affecting the doctrines of the church. To a certain 
extent we agree with his Lordship, and think old mother church is in want 
of a very extensive doctoring. 


A New Arrival. 


The papers inform us, that in New York old Winter is still prowling 
about, and that so far from his being at all likely to take his departure 
speedily, thereare four feet of snow upon the ground. As old father 
Winter has four feet on the ground, and all of snow, he must be what the 
King, (God bless him,) would call a tarnation funny quadruped. 


Good News. 


The fire in New York has had the effect of giving so much employ- 
ment to the poorer Yankees, that it has been quite a flare up to their pros- 
perity ; as it is said It must be an ill wind that blows no one good, so may 
it be said, it’s a very poos fire that cannot cheer any one. 


A Naval Joke 


Boatswain Smith has been preaching in London Docks to the sailors. 
Being in the docks, he ought to have read a dog-ology. We wonder, as he 
is a sort of naval parson, that he is not promoted to the see, when a 
bishopric is vacant. The other day he preached at Chelsea, probably pre- 
liminary to his being raised to the bench episcopal. 


The Great Bear. 


One of the papers, in speaking of Spanish affairs, talks commiseratingly 
of the wl starred Don Carlos. Does our contemporary mean by wl 
starred that his ornaments are grown shabby. We should rather think 
it must be an allusion to his connection with some improper star—perhaps 
Saturn, or the Great Bear. If he is ill starred in a theatrical sense, he 
had better send over for our great star, Macready, who, at all events, has 
shown himself equal to the warmest encounter. And why not ?—for 
would it be natural, in these hard times, to expect that an actor should be 
found shrinking from an engagement. Most actors are glad enough to 
get one now-a-days. 

Hay! What ? 

The sending out by our Government of Lord Hay is looked upon as a 
decided hint to the Carlists that the supporters of the queen will stand no 
chaff. The Carlists will find Hay a very dry fellow to deal with. say 





THEATRICALS. 

Grisi and Malibran are being pitted the one against the other; and 
the rivalry is sharp on both sides, and dishonourable to neither, Each 
has her peculiar excellencies. Grisi goes up to D flat, and Malibran goes 
down to E flat, with extraordinary ease; and, in fact, between them, they 
contrive to take in all the flats in the metropolis. We cannot help think- 
ing the town has had enough of * La Sonnambula,’ though we must admit 
Malibran has imparted a singular charm to its flowing melodies, as well 
as to its most insipid English dialogue. We are very sorry to observe, 
that some of our contemporaries have been making themselves what they 
call merry, but what we call very unjustly harsh, at the expense of Tem- 
pleton, who is by far the best English singer of Italian music. We are, 
therefore, much irritated at their tone of ridicule in noticing his superio- 
rity in the operas of ‘ La Sonnambula’ and ‘ Fidelio,’ over his own per- 
formances in other merely English operas The truth is, that the music is 
superior, and his is a superior style that shines to advantage in the exe- 
cution of good music. Because he cannot feel inspiration from the sing- 
song trash of Englishjcomposers, is he to be blamed for glowing with the 
enthusiasm of genius, when the productions of a Beethoven or a Bellin 
call forth his abilities from the repose into which the drowsy and unime- 
passioned character of English music may have castthem? One might 
as reasonably require a workman to make a sledge-hammer out of tissue 
paper, as expect a singer to produce effect with such trumpery as the 
English stage affords in the way of music. Templeton may well make 
older singert hide their heads, and the art in England has good reason to 
be proud of him. 


At Covent Garden, Macready appeared on Wednesday in * Macheth,’ 
and was most enthusiastically greeted by a crowded house, in comphment 
to his recent efforts in the cause of the drama. His having thrashed Buon 
is, as we contemplated, an act he could not but condemn, though, as we 
stated last week, he had been worked up to it by repeated insult. Hig 
speech on Wednesday night was manly, ingenuous, and spiried. He 
nobly apologised to the public, and to himself, for his having so far for- 
gotten himself as to have pitched into Alfred the Little; but, with true 
nobility, he scorned to admit that one word of apology was due to pig 
dastardly and cowardly tormentor. He spoke in substance what we gaid 
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last week in Frcaro, and he could not have taken a more appropriate | There is some talk of Levy, the sheriff's officer of Fetter-lane, becomin 
quantity of matter. The house received his address with the most enthu- the lessee. We do not think much would be gained either by the land. 
siastic cheering, and, as the tragedian went off, he said, in a partial aside |lord or the profession, if such were to be the case. It is to be lamented 
to the stage-boxes, ‘‘ Ladies and gentlemen, you will have read what I|thata man of spirit, talent, and money, cannot be found to embark in a 
have just said in last week’s Frcaro. To that champion of the drama I speculation which, with these requisites to back it, might be made ex. 
refer you for my sentiments on my own conduct.’ We very much ap- | tremely profitable. 

prove of Macready’s conduct in the whole of this affair, and regret that 
he should ever have been brought into collision with a being so truly con- 
temptible as Alfred Bunn. We believe Bunn’s eye has assumed a deli- 
cate blue tint, and bis great bull’s head is as full of bumps and lumps as 
the model of a phrenologists. 


—— 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 


BEAVER HATS. 
HE Best in London are to be had of W. WILKINSON, No 80, 


Since our last report of the English Opera proceedings, two very indif- STRAND, At the following low prices :— 


ferent farces have been produced,—one called ‘The Fifth of November,’ Good Waierproof Beaver Hats : <r 
the other entitled ‘A Man about Town.’ We shall not have a blow-up Fine ditto, shurt nap - ° . ° i6s. 
2138. 


Superfine ditto, ditto - : ° . : 

When the quality of the above goods are taken into consideration, they will be found 
about 20 per cent under tlie usual charges at other Establishments. 

No silk or other common Hats are kept by this House 

Livery Hats, the best at 18s. Gold or Silver Lace, and Cockades, are put on without 
profit. 

India Rubber Waterproof Caps, Sable, Seal, Lustre, Beaver, Velvet, Cloth, and 
fact, all kinds of Caps for Ladies, Gentlemen, and Childrea’s wear. 

Leather Cases, from 5s. upwards. 

Be pleased to copy the name and address, 

* WILKINSON, 50, STRAND’ 


on the subject of ‘ The Fifth of November,’ though we might be justified 
in doing so; and as ‘The Man about Town’ is not likely to be ahout town 
very long, we shall not go out of our way to run him down in his limited 
ramble. Wrench, by the aid of bis usual whim and humour, did a great 
deal for it, but it was not capable of much. The loss of Mrs. Nisbett is 
not to be easily repaired, and certainly not by Miss Murray, who is a very 
indifferent actress, and by no means a pretty middle-aged woman. 





In a few days, No. 2, price Twopence, with 28 Caricatures by the late R. Seymour, 
EYMOUR’S COMIC SCRAP-SHE ET, 
printed ona large sheet of fine paper, hot-pressed, with descriptive 

letter-press. 





The Strand Theatre continues to be tolerably well attended, but not so 
well as we should desire, for the sake of those who have embarked in it. | 
Hammond ts making his way very fast with a London audience, and there | 
is every reason to believe he will become a permanent favourite in the me- 
tropolis. Two new burlettas have been produced, and both have expe- 
rienced a great deal of favour. Mrs, Nisbett’s engagement seems to pro- 
mise very well, for the house has been better attend: d since her appearance. 
We need scarcely tell Mr. Hammond that spirit is indispensible in Lon- 
don management. We regret to find that Jerrold does not continue on 
the stage. Perhaps he is determined to be ‘ aut Casar aut Nullus.’ We | 
think he is wrong to be discouraged, for we need not tell him that many 
Nulli have become Cesares in the theatrical profession. His debut was 
successful, and his acting more than promising. We regret, therefore, he 


No. 1 isreprinted, and contains 28 spirited Caricatures. 
*,* Country Booksellers should send their Orders immediately. 


SIR ANDREW AGNEW, FIGARO, AND SEYMOUR. 
YCOPHANT SAINTS AND SABBATH SINNERS: a 
Satire, by Figaro 1n Lonpon. Illustrated by 14 slashing Cuts by Seymour. 

Price Sixpence. 


Copyright Plays only Sixpence each ; the following are now ready, 
The following popular pieces are playing nightly at the Theatres :— 





should so soon have abandoned a profession to which his education and 
natural genius must have rendered him an acquisition, | ICTORINE; or, TLL SLEEP ON IT. By J. B. Buckstone, 
| THE DREAM AT SEA. : a do. 
A new burlesque on ‘ Othello’ has been produced. For point, puns, AGNES DE VERE, &c. &c. : - do. 


This Edition is haudsomely printed on good paper, with Stage Directions, 
Costume, Caste of Characters, &c. under the immediate superintendenee 
of the Authors. 

L OW DO YOU MANAGE? a Farce, as performed at the Adelphi 

Theatre ; being No. 6 of ‘ Bayly’s Popular Dramas.’ 
Already published, 
A GENTLEMAN IN DIFFICULTIES. - 


and parodies it is unequalled, and nightly sends home the audience with 
aching sides. Hlammond, as the Nigger, has added to the high reputation 
he had previously enjoyed. Wantof room compels us to omit much 
that we had intended to say of this really delightful place of amusement, 
but next week we may probably do justice to its merits. 


By T. H. Bayty. 


Morris is amusing himself with old plays and new f rces. Though the 


latter have been reasonably successful, they cannot by themselves prove COMFORTABLE SERVICE. 2 do. 
attractive ; and, consequently, the audiences at the Haymarket continue ONE HOUR ; or THE CARNIVAL BALL. do. 
to be more select than numerous, THE DAUGHTER. - - - do. 
FORTY AND FIFTY. - - do. 
We were sorry to see a report in the papers of Thursday of a trial be- a 
tween Bond and Younge; the former late proprietor, and the latter a per- ~S OF THE SEA; or, interesting Narratives of Shipwrecks, 


In Weekly Numbers, 


former, atthe Adelphi Theatre. Mr. Bond has spent a greal deal of mo- Fires, and other Disasters of the Ocean. 
and in Monthly 


ney in the theatrical profession, and, having done so, he has, to a certain | One Penny, each embellished with a beautiful engr 
extent, done it a service ; and it is therefore to be regretted that he should | Parts, price 4d. 28 Nos. and Seven Parts are now ready. 
counteract this service by arguing with them fistically instead of sophis- | 
tically. Mr. Younge is a quiet respectable man, and it is to be lamented 
that anything of the kind should have occurred on his side—for these 
things bring the theatrical profession into very much disrepute. It was 
thoroughly disgusting to see the list of scene-shifters, call-boys, and | 
messengers, brought up in array on the side of the manager on whom 
they were dependent, swearing in direct opposition to the testimony of 
the actors. Our respectable friend, O. Smith, gave his evidence in a | 
spirited and enlightened manner; but on the whole the affair tells very | 
much against the histrionic votaries. 


aving, 





| Publishing in Weekly Numbers, price One Penny each, and in Monthly 

| Parts, price Fourpence, with beautiful Engravings, and hot-pressed, 

PALES OF ALL NATIONS; o, POPULAR 
LEGENDS AND ROMANCES. 


Part 4 is now ready, 








Just published, neatly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. 
HE LIFE OF MILTON 3 comprising his Personal History, an 
account of the times in which he lived, i.e. those of Charles I[., the 


| Republic, and Charles 1]. By WILLIAM CARPENTER. 
The object of this Work isto detail those extraordinary events, under the Monarchy, the 





! 
| 





We are solicited by the managers of every Minor Theatre in London, | 
to notice their establishments, but we must inform them once for all, | 


that they must take their chance of our finding leisure and space to devote 
to them. We can, however, say, that Astley’s, the Surrey, and the 
Pavilion, seem to be well conducted ; and are reaping the “rewards of 
good and spirited management. 
are not aware that there is any probability of its being opened at present. 


The Victoria continues closed, and we | 


Commonwealth, and the Restoration, which called forth the energies of his mighty mind 


on behalf of civil and religious liberty, 
‘* Mitton—thou shouldst be living at this hour; 


England hath need of thee.”—WorbDswoRTH. 
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